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Maine in his place, from which to the crown there was
only one step, as none are ignorant, left to be taken ?
It seems by no means impossible: M. du Maine, that
son of darkness, was, judging him by what he had
already done, quite capable of adding this new crime
to his long list.

The mystery was, however, never explained. Mai-
sons died before its darkness could be penetrated. His
end was terrible. He had no religion; his father had
had none. He married a sister of the Marechal de
Villars, who was in the same case. Their only son
they specially educated in unbelief. Nevertheless,
everything seemed to smile upon them. They had
wealth, consideration, distinguished friends. But mark
the end.

Maisons is slightly unwell. He takes rhubarb twice
or thrice, unseasonably; more unseasonably comes
Cardinal de Bissy to him, to talk upon the constitution,
and thus hinder the operation of the rhubarb; his in-
side seems on fire, but he will not believe himself ill ;
the progress of his disease is great in a few hours; the
doctors, though soon at their wits' ends, dare not say
so; the malady visibly increases; his whole household
is in confusion; he dies, forty-eight years of age, in the
midst of a crowd of friends, of clients, without power
or leisure to think for a moment what is going to
happen to his soul!

His wife survives him ten or twelve years, opulent,
and in consideration, when suddenly she has an attack
of apoplexy in her garden. Instead of thinking of her
state, and profiting by leisure, she makes light of her
illness, has another attack a few days after, and is car-